
T E R E N C pr S F A R R W E L E 


So my Kathlpen. you’eri{oin!j to leave ntcj 
Al' a'oTiP Jiy myself in Eis piarte^ 

But I’m s ir<* « iU nev r deceive use, 
Oh iio, for there’s tru h in that face, 
Though England’s a beautiful City 
Full of i ligant hoys, oh, »hat then. 
You ^oiildii’t forgec poor Terencej 


You’ll come beck to old Ireland agaid 
Och, those English deceivers by nattire, 
Tho, ihay be you’ll think th“rti sineere 
They’l Say you’reaswect char ning creatdrss 
Butrton t yov believe them my dear. 
No, Kathleen, agrah, don’t be mind'ng, 
The flattering speeches tney'll niakie| 
Just tell lliem a poor lad in Ireland, 


Is breaking his litaft for your sake 
It’sfolly to keep yon from going, 

'I ho’ faith it’s amigh y hard case, 

For Kath sen you know here’s no knowin 
Wheb next I shall see y 'Ur sWeet face, 
Ai'd when you come babk to me, Kathleeii, 
None ih“ betaer vtill I be off then 
Yom’il be speaking such beautiful I 


Sure 1 won’t know my Kathleen again 
Aye now, where’s the need of this hurryl 
Don’t flll^ter me s > in this way, 

1 fo get, ’twixtthe giief& the flurryj 
Every word 1 was meaning to sayi 
Nbw just vvait a minute I bid ye, 

Can 1 talk if lOii bjther me so; 


'db, Kathleen my blesing go widye, 
Euery inch of the way that you go| 
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